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;nd. She smiled and acquiesced. It pleased her to think
bow near they had come to success, how they had stumbled
and fallen short of it. When they apologized she would be
magnanimous. Magnanimity would cut as anger could not.
"Now," Allard's wife said, "I can prove that you are
not speaking the truth, Ella, and have not been from the
beginning. It was you who sent Mr. Alison away. We can
prove that."
It was a bow drawn at a venture, the Baroness thought.
They were trying to confuse her. Alison would not tell,
nor Julie, nor Ramsdell. It was impossible that Marietje
should know.
"I did nothing of the kind."
"Then how did you know before any of us that he was
going?"
"I did not."
"But you told Kerstholt. You told Kerstholt on the
morning before."
She remembered now—Sophie in front of Allard's
house, picking her way through the mud. She had taken
out her handkerchief and waved.
"Oh yes," she said with a vague, frightened smile. "I
had forgotten. Mr. Alison did tell me he had been re-
called."
"So you did visit him?"
"I was passing the cottage."
"One goes to the cottage or one does not. The lane
leads nowhere."
"Across the fields," she said desperately.
"I see; it must have been an interesting walk across the
fields. It was strange, wasn't it, that he should tell you he
was going before he received the telegram—before he
knew himself?" Marietje turned to the Baron. "I was not
here that evening. But you were. You heard him say that
he had a telegram from the Hague in the afternoon?"
"Anyone may—may make a slip in conversation about
the time of a telegram. Obviously he did, if he knew in the
morning. A few hours," he added weakly. "What do a
few hours matter?"
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